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Author's Notes: 

WARNING: Incest 

I'd say its -light- incest because while the brothers are doing things at the same time, it's not necessarily - 
together- y'know? But just putting that out there so you can turn around if you don't jive with it. 


I've always had this headcannon about bands having group sex as a way of bonding so, y'know, here's Gojira 


doing it. 


| was very sick for like 4 days which | guess was somehow inspiring so | just sat in bed and wrote a shitton 


Anyway l'm back at it clogging up the place with my heavy metal band smut. Enjoy. 


They called it "tour prep." 


That was the only explanation they gave their management and label when they requested the time 
together. The label put up money for extravagant hotel rooms with no questions asked; whatever they'd been 
doing, they'd been doing for years, and it worked. It was Gojira, and they were one of the tightest acts around. 
The label simply threw money at them and let them do what was needed to maintain perfection 


No one outside of the band knew anything about how they got ready for tours - other than the obvious 
few weeks of rehearsals leading up to them. They'd black out their one day for "tour prep," usually the day 
before they embarked on a new leg, and everyone knew not to disturb the four men for those 24 hours. 


Still, no one could imagine what the vague phrase "tour prep" actually meant. None in the band disclosed 
what went on to anybody, even to their loved ones. 


It had been Joe's idea years ago, between touring cycles for The Way of All Flesh. He felt the band needed 
to become more cohesive, to become tighter as musicians and as people with their growing fame. When Mario 
wasn't repulsed by the idea, he brought it up to Jean-Michel and Christian. The bassist was into it, but 


Christian took a little more coaxing one-on-one. 


Now it became a day they all looked forward to most. It was a day to relax, relieve stress, and grow as 


one unit. 


This particular tour prep day was for a North American tour. They were put up in a fancy New York City 
hotel, an easy subway ride from Silver Cord. Joe had lit his incense and dimmed the lighting, they'd had light 
catering sent to them earlier, mostly fruits and vegetables. They'd each taken their usual showers - Joe 
sharing with Christian and Mario sharing with Jean-Michel, washing each other up in a ritualistic manner. And 


now they'd been in the large king bed for about thirty minutes, but Joe felt the vibe was off. 

The singer was concerned because Christian just didn't seem to be opening up to them this time. 

He watched the guitarist, more focused on his expressions than the body of the man beneath him. He knew 
Jean-Michel was content from his happy little sighs and moans, from the way his blunt nails scraped lightly at 
his sweating back. The bassist was always in tune with the rest of them. 

Mario had his face buried in Christian's long dark hair, his muscular arms encircling the man tightly and 
making him look small. He was murmuring little words of encouragement to the guitarist as he moved within 


him, but Christian's eyes darted around, unfocused. He looked stiff. 


"Christian," Joe said, slowing his thrusts and causing Jean-Michel to sigh impatiently. "Do you want us to 
switch?" 


Mario looked up at his brother in surprise, then down at Christian's flushed face. 
"Am | hurting you?" the drummer asked worriedly. 
Christian shook his head furiously, "No, no - you're doing great, Mario. I'm okay, Joe." 


Joe could hear the unsteadiness in his voice - a result of all of their years of closeness. Christian couldn't 


hide a damn thing from him. 


"Cmon," Joe said, touching Mario's shoulder. "Take Jean-Michel for a bit. He's rice and open 

Jean-Michel protested slightly as Joe removed himself from between his thighs. The singer held the 
bassist's legs apart so that Mario could take his place. Mario settled into Jean-Michel quickly, filling him up and 
kissing him deeply. Jean-Michel's arms flew up around Mario's neck, and Joe knew he'd made the right decision 


He ruffled a hand through his brother's shaggy hair before turning his attentions back to Christian 


The man's full lips were plump and red from kissing. His hair was messy and his cheeks were shining with 


sweat. Joe scanned him from head to toe, pausing. 


"You're not even hard, Christian," he said in surprise. "How are we supposed to get our heart beats to all 


align together when you're not even into this?" 
"m into it, | swear, | just --" 


"Do you want to stop so that we can talk about it?" Joe asked. Hearing that, Mario paused his movements 
beside them, and Jean-Michel grunted. 


"For fuck's sake," the bassist groaned. He reached out and clasped a hand over Christian's wrist. Christian 


offered a small smile. 
"No, let's keep going,” he said. "It's fine." 
"Don't let Jean-Michel pressure you," Joe said. He looked over at Mario. "H's okay." 
"Thank God," Mario gasped and buried his face in Jean-Michel's neck as he resumed fucking him. 
"What's eating you?" Joe asked. 


Its nothing - | just - | just want you for a little bit," Christian stammered, reddening in spite of himself. 
"Just you." 


"Like alone?" Joe questioned, glancing at their other two band mates as they moved together, in their own 


little world. 
"It doesn't have to be." 


"Let's finish up here, and then we'll go in the other bedroom together for the evening. ls that okay with 


you?" 


Christian glanced worriedly over at Mario and Jean-Michel. Mario was too laser-focused to respond, but 


Jean-Michel gave him a reassuring smile and murmured, "It's fine." 


The guitarist looked back up at Joe and nodded. Joe took his place between Christian's legs, leaning down to 
kiss him sweetly as he pushed inside of him. his brother had stretched him out already, so Christian relaxed 
easily as Joe filled him. 


"That's right," Joe cooed to him, kissing his nose. Christian smiled and circled his arms around Joe's neck, 


keeping him close as he began to move. "Let's catch up to the others, shall we?" 


Joe tucked his face into Christian's sweaty neck, listening to the man's heartbeat quicken Joe was familiar 
with the smaller one's body, knew what he liked, and how to get him to where he needed him to be. It wouldn't 
take long. 


Joe placed his full weight on him, keeping his pace just right to stave off his orgasm. He'd be ready when 


the others were, and so would Christian. 
He could tell when Christian's legs began to shake that he was ready. 
"Mario?" Joe warned. 


"We're there," Mario gasped, his thrusts out of rhythm and sounding like he'd been trying to hold off for a 
while. He grasped his older brother's hand. That was Christian's cue to reach out for Jean-Michel; their fingers 


closed around each other, and Joe gave the signal. 


"Its time," he groaned. A few seconds later, he allowed his body to rise into a shaky, strong orgasm that 
caused his toes to curl. He filled Christian up with each throbbing wave, feeling Christian's cum wet his 
stomach at the same time. Meanwhile, his brother squeezed his hand hard as his orgasm utterly wrecked 


him. 


Jean-Michel was the most vocal as Mario brought him off with his other hand. The four of them moaned 
and panted in tune, remaining in their highs for several seconds before slowly relaxing together. The smell of 


their cum and sweat lingered in the air just under the scent of incense. 

Joe kissed Christian's damp cheek, and the band laid there for several minutes. They were totally aligned, 
physically and mentally. Joe could feel it, like electricity running through his veins, and it was proof that these 
days together worked. Their first show tomorrow would be perfection 

Absently, he stroked Christian's hair, feeling the bed lift as Mario removed himself. Jean-Michel got up as 
well, heading to the bathroom, while Mario plucked a few grapes off the catering cart, unconcerned at his 
nakedness. 


"Jean-Michel and | can take the smaller room tonight if you guys want," he said, mouth full 


Joe glanced over at him gratefully. 


"We'd appreciate that." 


"You don't have --" Christian started, but Joe closed his lips over Christian's mouth to silence him. The 


guitarist moaned plaintively. 
‘Only for a few hours," Joe told his brother. "Its still important we sleep together tonight." 


"Perhaps | ought to go there now, then," Mario grinned knowingly, grabbing a few more grapes and exiting 
into the other half of the suite. 


Joe lifted off of Christian in favor of wrapping himself around his side. He pulled the bed sheets over them 
for warmth and kissed Christian's cheek. 


"Please talk to me," he said softly, ghosting his lips over his bandmate's ear. 
"lts not a big deal," Christian said. "I think I've just been overthinking things.” 


Clearly its a big deal if it's putting any sort of wall between us," Joe told him. He stroked his fingers 
lightly through the man's long dark hair. 


Christian sighed. "| guess | just feel like you've been favoring Mario over me lately.’ 
Joe froze, surprised. "What do you mean?" 

The guitarist shrugged, going silent. Closing up. 

"He's my brother," Joe tried quickly. "We've always been really close. You know this." 


"I want that closeness, too," Christian said softly, meeting Joe's concerned eyes with his sad brown ones. 
Joe placed his hand over the smaller man's heart. It still beat in time with his own. 


"I love all of you the same," Joe insisted. "You're all pieces of me. I'd be a wreck without you, Christian. 


Where's this coming from?" 


Christian shrugged again "Like | said, think | was just overthinking things. It's silly, | guess, but | feel like you 


don't check on me as much as you used to - when you're here and l'm back in France." 


Guilt flared up in Joe's stomach. He hadn't realized this, but perhaps he had been neglecting Christian after 


all. "I'll make an effort to call you more, Christian. I'm so sorry." 


He pulled the man close and kissed his full lips hard. He felt Christian's calloused fingertips skate across his 
face before landing in his hair, holding him in place. 


"I'm so sorry," he repeated again into the guitarists lips. 
"IFs okay," Christian insisted. "I know you're busy with the studio and your other projects." 


‘Its not okay," Joe told him. "You're part of my heart, Christian, alright? | don't want you to think you're 
anything less than everything to me." 


Christian nodded, and they pressed their foreheads together, listening to each others’ breathing. After a 
moment, Christian reached down, feeling around for Joe's groin. Joe gasped softly, appreciatively, as he circled 


his hand around his soft cock, stroking it a few times. 
"Christian," he breathed. "You don't have to do that...” 


He quickly grew hard, the guitarist knew his body well after all these years, though rarely did they have 
sex without the others present. Whatever this was, Joe knew it was a fleeting treat, and that he should enjoy 
and savor every second of it. Hopefully it would bring Christian fully back on board with the rest of his band 


mates. Back in alignment. 


‘| love you," Christian said softly. Under the sheets, he got on top of Joe, straddling him. His hair cascaded 


down, tickling the singer's face. 


"| love you, Too," he replied, reaching up and placing his hands on the man's face. Christian smiled, then 
slowly guided himself down onto Joe's cock. He was still slick from earlier, but tighter now. Joe moaned, eyes 


falling shut, as he was encased within Christian's ass. "You're so perfect." 


They heard a door open and close. Joe glanced over to see Jean-Michel exiting the bathroom. The bassist 
winked at him before disappearing to the other end of the suite. He chuckled lightly, then moaned again as 


Christian began to move in his lap. His hands fell to the smaller man's waist. 


Joe was tired after their session, but the way the man circled his hips was making this easy. He thrust up 
and Christian shivered, letting out a loud groan. Liking the sound, Joe did it again, and Christian leaned forward, 
kissing him. His moan escaped his lips into Joe's mouth, and the singer tightened his fingers on Christian's hips. 


Christian straightened up, the sheets of the bed rolling off his back and giving Joe an unobstructed view of 
his body. Joe watched hungrily as the man bounced on his cock. Christian flipped his long hair back and shut 


his eyes, mouth falling open. Joe reached forward to grasp his cock, receiving another lovely moan. 


A few jerks of it had Christian cumming, convulsing above him. He painted Joe's stomach with stream after 


stream of semen, joining the dried up cum from earlier. 


Christian panted, trying to maintain his pace despite being overly sensitive from his orgasm, but Joe flipped 


him onto his back so he could take control. 


"So perfect,” Joe grunted, and pushed back into him. With one hand, he held Christian's chin firmly, forcing 
him to make eye contact. The other hand braced himself as he fucked the man hard. A new layer of sweat 


began to form on his body; he was fatiguing quickly. He kept up the pace, though, chasing his orgasm out in a 
few minutes. 


He filled Christian again, moaning his love for his band mate, before collapsing onto him. 
"Letts shower again together," he suggested breathlessly. 
"Yeah," Christian panted. 


Upon exiting their shower later, Joe paused at a loud noise in the other room. Christian bumped into him, 
toweling off his hair. 


"Hmm?" the guitarist said, and then they heard the loud noise again, followed by shouting of expletives. 
"That sounds like ---" 
"A headboard hitting a wall," Christian finished for him. 


"And ~~ 


"Your brother getting absolutely railed by our bassist," Christian added. 


"Why do they have to be so vocal?" Joe chuckled. 


The two of them settled into bed together, opting to put on a movie to drown out the noise of their 
bandmates. They cuddled, Joe regularly kissing Christian's neck and cheek. He never wanted the guitarist to feel 
unappreciated ever again, and he'd do everything in his power to keep him happy. 


Towards the end of the movie, they began to drift off to sleep. Jean-Michel and Mario reappeared in their 
room and slipped into the bed with them. 


"Sounded like fun over there," Joe said to his brother. 


‘Mmhmm," Mario said, punctuated with a yawn, and pressed up against Christian's back Jean-Michel got 
into the other side of the bed and wrapped his arms around Joe, resting his head on his chest. Joe smiled to 
himself as he was enveloped in the warmth of his friends. 


This was everything Joe lived for. These were his three boys, the pieces that made him whole. Their 
bodies, hearts, and minds were all in lock-step for their performances now. He fell asleep confident in the 
strengths of his bandmates, knowing this tour was going to be one for the books. 


